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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is horrible and sick, and l'm so sorry. Of course its not true. 


| looked at him standing there in the center of our wrecked room, so skinny, so beautiful, so angry, that scowl 


on his face. 


"Axl, please," | said, my voice soft, gentle, cajoling. He whipped his gaze toward me, his eyes wide and angry, but 


edged with fear. 


"No, Slash, Jesus, how many times do | have to say it?" he said, feet planted firmly apart, like he was about to 
swing at me any second. He might. It would be okay, | could take it, but I'd still get him to do it. 


"Look, this guy is offering us, you, three hundred bucks to do this! It's all we need, we're late on the rent, we'll 
lose this place if we don't get that money, where the fuck else are we gonna get three hundred bucks in one 


right?" 


| saw his look tremble, | saw him consider the three hundred dollars, then his look changed and | could see the 
resolve hardening in his eyes. 


“Slash, I'm not gonna suck some guy's dick no matter how much money he offers me," he said, Turning away 
from me, crossing his arms across his chest. | reached out to touch his arm, to turn him toward me. It was 
no wonder that guy wanted him, he was beautiful. Unmarked, unblemished pale skin with the lightest dusting of 


freckles, high cheekbones, and those eyes, blue green like glass, like stained glass. 


"I know you don't want to do this, but its for the band. We can't start hawking our gear just to have a roof 
over our heads. C'mon, man, it's just one night and we'll be all set," 


Now his eyes were all fear as my speech about the band finally changed his mind. He bit his bottom lip, looking 


so vulnerable. He looked down and away and shrugged out of my grasp. 

"Yeah, okay," he said, his voice thick and breaking. 

"ll go with you, okay? So don't worry, I'll go with you," 

He nodded, his eyes glazing over with tears, and | felt bad, | did, but this was our only option. 


Axl was rigid with fear, his breathing quick and shallow. He wore his leather pants that laced up the front and 
a T-shirt that was ripped and hung off his shoulders. Cowboy boots. His hair was smooth and shiny and 
straight, not teased up like he wore it during a show. My hair covered most of my face and | slipped my 


sunglasses into my pocket. 


‘Ils this where he said to meet him?" Axl said, and | heard the slight tremble in his voice. We were just at 
some dive bar on the Sunset Strip. 


"Yeah," | said, fighting the bodies to get a spot at the bar. 
"Get a drink, you could use it," | said, and he glared at me. 


Axl usually just got beer, but he ordered a water and whiskey. | got my whiskey neat. He stood next to me and 
| could feel him shaking just slightly. | hoped his drink would calm his nerves. 


| spotted him at the door. | saw the casual suit, the tight haircut, the expensive tie clip and pinkie ring. He was 
some kind of businessman that liked to slum with the trash on Sunset. Axl didn't know what he looked like, had 
never met him. He'd seen one of our shows and was instantly attracted to Axl. It was a few days later that he 


saw me at my newsstand job and made his proposition. 


Axl was sipping his drink, wincing at the strong taste of the whiskey but forcing it down his throat like 


medicine. | nudged him and pointed at the door, and his gaze followed my finger. 


"That's him?" he said, and | nodded. | beckoned to him and he saw us, smiled a wide, predatory smile, and 


headed over. 


"Hey, Slash," he said, offering me his hand and | shook it. Axl was standing closer to me, he'd inched closer 
when the guy came over. He clutched his glass so hard it turned his fingers white. 


"Hey, uh, this is Axl," | said, though of course he knew that. 
"tm Matt," he said, his voice dropping to a more seductive octave, and he looked Axl up and down. 


"Hey," Axl said roughly, not shaking his hand, not even looking at him. That didn't seem to bother Matt, he only 


smiled at me and shrugged. 

"Are you gonna get a drink?" | said, and he shook his head. 

"No, when he's done that drink | think we'll go," he said, the smirk in his voice and the glint in his eyes. | 
chugged my latest shot and glanced at Axl. He was turned away from us and hugging himself, his head down, 


red hair obscuring half of his face. 


"Yeah, well, Axl won't do it unless | can go along," | said, thinking it might be a deal breaker. | swallowed hard, 
wanting the three hundred dollars but wanting to protect Axl more. 


"Yeah, sure. A voyeur thing, that's cool. | don't mind," he said, watching as Axl finished his drink and set the 


glass down on the bar. 
"Let's go," he said. 


He had one of those fancy apartments in a gated complex, with high ceilings and thick rugs and everything was 
so achingly new. Me and Axl just stared, thinking about our breaking down, crumbling hovel that we couldn't 


even afford. 
"Want another drink?" he asked us, revealing a liqueur cabinet with aged scotches and cognacs. | nodded but Axl 
shook his head, his eyes everywhere but on the two of us. Even the air in this apartment smelled good, like 


he'd bought it at some expensive boutique in Malibu. 


He poured me a drink in a crystal cut shot glass and | sipped, liking the smooth fire of the drink as opposed to 
the cheap shit | usually drank. 


"C'mon," he said, ignoring me now as he began to focus on Axl. Axl glanced at him, biting his lip, hugging himself 


tight, his eyes wide. He looked wildly around for a second before focusing on me, his eyes pleading with me to 
not make him do this. | looked away. 


Matt gently took Axl's hand and lead him down a hallway, and | followed, not sure if | should wait it out in the 


living room sipping expensive cognac, or if | should suffer through it as Axl was going to. 
tll, uh, wait in the living room-" | started to say. 


"No!" Axl said, staring at me hard, turning his head to look at me even as Matt pulled on him, bringing him to 
some distant bedroom. | shrugged and followed them, wishing | was miles away, wishing this guy had never 
approached me about all this shit. | closed my eyes. It was an easy three hundred bucks, that's all 


The bedroom was as nice as the rest of the apartment, the bed looked like he had just bought it from some 
furniture place in Europe last week. The dressers gleamed, they were oak or cherry wood, looking solid and 
classic. His expensive watches and rings and tie tacks littered the surfaces. There was an overstuffed chair in 


the corner and | sunk into it. 


Axl stood stock still in the center of the room, his hair obscuring his face. The guy circled him like a wolf 
around a hurt animal, his eyes glittering with desire. Axl's eyes only reflected fear. 


"Come here," he said, tugging on Axl's shirt to get him closer. He brushed the hair out of his face, and Axl's 


eyes were looking around the room until they found me. | squirmed under his accusatory stare. 


"You want your friend to watch?" Matt whispered in his ear, then he took his earlobe between his teeth and 
gently tugged. Axl closed his eyes, beginning to just withstand things, not here in any real way. 


"That's okay," Matt said, even though Axl hadn't responded. | didn't think he was going to. He stood with his 
eyes closed as Matt ran his hands down his body and tugged on the rawhide laces that tied up the leather 
pants. | watched in dark fascination as he pushed Axl toward the bed, and | watched Axl stare up at him. From 


here | could see him trembling. 


Matt glanced at me and smiled, a wide smile with big square teeth, then he turned back to Axl and took his 
cowboy boots off, tossing them to the corner of the room. Axl put one leg up on the bed, his toes in his white 
sock gripping the edge of it. He was leaning back on his elbows, watching as Matt pulled the rawhide laces and 
undid his pants, watching as he struggled to get them off. Leather clings and is hard to get off. 


| examined my nails for a moment, all bitten close to the ragged skin. Axl didn't bite his nails, | knew that. They 
were always just a little bit long, like a vampire's, shaped like perfect teardrops. 


He managed to pull Axl's leather pants off, and he tossed them to the corner of the room. Axl watched as he 
gripped his dick and brought the head of it toward his mouth. | stared, too, | couldn't help it. 


"Okay, turn over," he said, his voice a harsh whisper. Axl complied, feeling like he had no choice, I'd thrown him 


to the wolves. He laid on his stomach, his head at the end of the bed, his fingers clutching the edge of the 
bedspread. 


| watched as Matt leaned over and rummaged through the drawer of his bedside table. | watched as Axl tried 
to breathe so he wouldn't hyperventilate. | watched Matt come up with a tube of some kind of lube, his 
fingers coated with it, and | watched as he spread Axl open and slipped his fingers inside him. Axl winced and 
bit down on his lip, his breathing speeding up despite all he was doing to try and keep it slow. 


"Relax," Matt whispered in his ear, and Axl was anything but relaxed. his fingers gripped the bedspread hard, 
every muscle was tight with fear. He hung his head down for a moment and then looked up at me, hurt and 


betrayal in his eyes. 


| watched as Matt positioned himself to slip inside Axl, and then he did, and Axl looked at me for a second 
longer with his hurt and betrayal, and then he squeezed his eyes shut. 


Two 


"Here," Matt said, handing me three crisp hundred dollar bills. | slipped them into the side of my boot. He gave 
them to me like | was Axl's pimp or something, and | guessed | was. We were still in his bedroom, but Axl 
couldn't get out of here fast enough. When it was all over he threw his clothes on and took off. | didn't know if 
he was even still here in the apartment. 

"Thanks," | said, looking around the dim room with the expensive furniture, expensive everything. 

"Your friend, he's real pretty for a guy," Matt said, something wistful in his voice. | smiled a little. 

"Yeah, | know," | said. 


| found Axl waiting at the door of the apartment like a dog that was dying to be let out. He had his arms 
wrapped around himself. | felt the beginning of fear. He was pissed. 


"Hey, Axl, thanks for doing that, we needed the money-" 


"Shut up. Let's go," he said, not looking at me. | wanted to touch his shoulder, let him know that | wasn't such a 
jerk and | was sorry. | hung my head, letting my dark curls cover my face. | didn't dare touch him. 


He wanted to go to our friend Stacy's apartment and | obliged, feeling like l'd do anything he wanted. | owed him. 
"Hi, guys," Stacy said, smoking a cigarette, her feet up on the table. 


"Hi, hey, can | use your shower?" Axl said, still clearly pissed off but trying to be nice to Stacy. It wasn't her 


fault, it was mine. 

"Sure," she said, blowing her smoke toward the ceiling. | shifted from one foot to the other, listening to the 
slam of the bathroom door and the sound of the shower spray. | flipped my hair out of my face and dug a 
cigarette out of the pack in my pocket. 

"What's with him?" she said. 


"He's mad at me," 


That was the longest fucking shower anyone had ever taken. He had to have been in there for an hour. Stacy 
had to get ready and leave for the club where she danced, and luckily she had taken a shower earlier. She 
went into the bathroom to do her make-up while Axl was still in the shower. 


"Hey, Axl, you alright? You've been in there a long time," she said, closing one eye and putting eye-shadow on. 


"Yeah, l'm fine," he called to her over the sound of the water hitting the tiled walls. She came out all made up 


and ready to go, her hair a little limp from the steam in there. She came over to me and kissed my cheek. 


"See you guys later, lock up if you leave," she said, grabbing her little purse from the counter top and taking 
off. 


| sat at the kitchen table, waiting for Axl. Finally the shower stopped. My heart was beating fast. He was going 
to kill me, and | guessed he should, 


He came out fully dressed, his hair dripping wet down his back. He sat at the table with me ard lit a cigarette 
and smoked it without looking at me. 


"Axl, hey-" | started, not sure where to go with it. He turned toward me, his eyes narrowed down in anger. 
"Look, I'm sorry, it wasn't fair of me to ask you to do that-" 
"Yeah, whatever," he said, looking away again, taking a deep drag on his cigarette. 


I'd convinced him to get a drink with me, and he drank beer while | had Jack. He was chain smoking and 
answering me in short, angry bursts, and | knew he was going to hit me before the night was over. | tried to 


resign myself to it and realize that | had it coming. 


We were walking home under the lights, every sign buzzing with the trapped neon. He was pissed, and closed 
off, each muscle tensed and he was sort of pulled into himself. | couldn't stand it, even though | had caused it. 


| felt like shit. 


"Axl, hey, listen, I'm sorry-" | said, touching his shoulder, trying to turn him toward me. He jerked out of my 
grasp and turned on me. 


"Fuck you, Slash, okay? Quit saying you're sorry because it means jack shit, you know? Just, shut up, okay? 


Jesus," 


"Okay," | said, quiet, my head down in repentance. Fuck this, fuck needing money. | glanced sideways at him and 
saw the anger that wasn't just in his eyes but every part of his body. 


We were back at our trashed, cheap rooms but at least we weren't about to lose them. | felt the reassuring 
wad of money in my boot. Axl took off for his room and | let him go, dug a fifth of a bottle of Jim Beam from 
under the couch and sipped it, blinking my eyes. They felt dry and scratchy. 


Was | such a lousy human being? It was a lot of money right when we needed it, like God sent us this as a 
gift, or maybe it was Satan. Whoever, whatever, the guy wanted Axl and maybe | pushed Axl into doing it, into 


agreeing to it when | shouldn't have. 

| rubbed my eyes, feeling the headache behind them, feeling the guilt deep in my stomach, too deep for even 
the alcohol to touch. | punched my leg, wanting to feel pain, wanting to feel the muscles bunch up tight, | 
deserved it. 

With a sigh | stood up and headed up the stairs to Axl's room. Fuck. | shook my hair out of my face. At the 
top of the stairs | held onto the railing, considering falling backwards for a moment, then | pulled myself 
forward and into the hall. 

"Axl?" | said, knocking on the door with these little taps of one knuckle. No answer. More knocks, more calling 
his name, more nothing. | pushed the door open. He was sitting in the corner of the room, knees pulled up to 
his chest, head down, arms wrapped around his legs. 

"Hey, Axl," | said, my voice soft as | squatted down next to him. 


"Leave me alone, Slash," he said without lifting his head. 


"C'mon, l'm sorry," | said, shaking him just a little. He wouldn't look up. ! was getting nowhere. 


Three 


"Fuck!" | was downstairs, having decided to leave Axl alone for now. | threw my guitar case and felt better 
when it crashed into the wall. | tugged at my hair. Fuck. | wished Axl had just hit me and was done with it, | 
didn't like this quiet resentment, this way he was pulling into himself. 


| paced a little, thinking of that rich business guy Matt and how he just took what he wanted from Axl, but of 
course he paid us so it was okay. That was the game. He paid Axl for something and Axl delivered. He didn't 
violate him or rape him or anything. He didn't. That was me. 


"What's wrong with you?" Steven said, appearing out of nowhere, his blue puppy dog eyes looking over at me. 
"Nothing, man, I'm fine," | said, running my hands through my hair, feeling the resistance of the curls. 


"Want to go get high?" Steven said, smiling his wide, big-toothed smile. | didn't. Sometimes drugs made things 
worse if | was upset about something, they made paranoia worse, they heightened anxiety. All | wanted to do 


was drink. Alcohol wore away all the cares. Alcohol eased all emotions. 


"No, man, let's just go get a drink," | said, and Steven frowned slightly but nodded, shaking his blond shaggy hair 


in agreement. 


We sat at a booth, each with a beer and a shot in front of us. | tapped my ragged fingernails on the tabletop. 
Steven took a long swallow of his beer, the foam clinging to his lip. | downed the shot in one go, immediately 


wanting another one. 


Steven was my oldest friend and | felt | could tell him about this, about my unease born of guilt. God, Axl. 
Nothing was simple with him. 


"Axl is pissed at me," | said, sipping my beer, hoping to make it last. 


"What else is new?" Steven said, his cheerful look darkening for a moment. | almost forgot, him and Axl didn't 
get along so well. Looking from the outside of it, | blamed Axl. Steven was sweet and eager to please, it was Axl 


who had the problem with him for whatever reason. Who knew what the reason was. Axl could be inscrutable. 


"Yeah, well, he kind of has a reason to be. This guy who came to one of our shows wanted to, uh, hook up with 


him for three hundred bucks, and | set it all up and convinced Axl to do it-" 


"You what?" Steven said, his look darkening even further. | knew this was kind of a sore area with him, too. 
Something happened to Steven on the streets years and years ago, | wasn't sure about the details, just like | 


wasn't sure about the details of whatever had happened to Axl when he was a teenager along these lines. 


"Yeah, well, we needed the money for the fucking rent like immediately, and | got it. It's not like | fucking 
twisted his arm, you know," 


"Jesus Christ, Slash," Steven was looking at me with something short of horror, Totally siding with Axl. | hadn't 
expected that. 


"Yeah, well, Axl's so angry with me, he won't even talk to me..” 


"What happened, did he tell you what happened?" Steven said, leaning forward, and now | could see compassion 


for both of us in his eyes. 

"He didn't have to, | was there," | said, sipping away at my beer. 

"You were there!" Steven said, his eyebrows climbing his forehead, disappearing under his shaggy blond bangs. 
"Yeah, well, Axl wouldn't go unless | went with him, so..." 


"Jesus. So what did he do to him?" 


| licked my lips, not caring for Steven's phrasing of the whole thing. | lowered my head, feeling guilt wash 


through me, pulse through me in my bloodstream. 
"He, uh, he fucked him," | said. 
"What? Slash, Jesus, for three hundred bucks! No wonder he's pissed at you, God, no fucking wonder," 


Steven shook his head and downed the rest of his beer. | swallowed hard and felt like shit. | had seen the look 
on Axl's face when it was happening, the look of being in so much pain, and fear on top of it, no wonder he was 
angry with me. How could | have let that happen to him? We could have got the three hundred bucks 


somewhere else. 

"He'll never forgive me," | said hollowly, staring straight ahead. 

"Oh, c'mon, he will. He agreed to do it, after all. You didn't have a gun to his head. He has to take some 
responsibility for it," Steven said, smiling again, happy-go-lucky. | thought about that, knowing that Steven had 
just as lousy a childhood as Axl had, yet he was so cheerful and good-natured all the time. Axl was moody and 


dark and volatile. Funny. 


"Yeah, | guess so," | said, but | was feeling pretty guilty, and solely responsible. 


Four 


At home again, it was some time in the afternoon, and | saw the yellow sun coming in through the dirty 
windows. It was just me and Axl here, everyone else was at rehearsal. That was where we should be, where 


we were going. Axl stood in the kitchen, smoking a cigarette, acting like nothing had happened at all. 


| sat at the kitchen table and lit a cigarette of my own. | glanced at him through the smoke. Would it be this 
easy? Was he over it? It couldn't be this easy. | took a deep drag. 


"Axl, listen..." 


He looked at me politely, the smoke wafting around his head. He didn't look upset, exactly. He never looked all 
that happy to begin with, but | didn't like this. | didn't like his quiet moping around and | didn't like this 
pretending that nothing happened, that | hadn't betrayed him. 


"Yeah, what?" he said, his voice deep and even. 


"'m..l'm sorry." My voice was broken and catching. | could have begged for the money from my mother or 
grandmother, | could have picked up more hours at the newspaper stand, | could have got a second job, | could 


have done something else, anything else. Did | think these things didn't matter? 


"It's fine," he said, flicking his eyes away from me for a second so that | would know that it wasn't fine. | could 
have dealt with his anger, but this weird, quiet acceptance/ignoring of the whole thing was intolerable. 


"Um, okay," | said, trying to get him to look at me but he wouldn't. He stared out the window. 


| played with the knobs on the amp, my hair covering my face. | could feel guilt inside of me, it felt like 
something crawling there. | could see everyone out of the corner of my eye. Steven was tapping at one of the 
cymbals on his drum kit, Izzy was repairing a broken string on his guitar, Duff was sipping coffee, and Axl was 
reading over a sheet of lyrics. 


| swallowed, the amp set to how | liked it, and | played a few chords. It was the only thing in my life that felt 
right, this guitar in my hanas. 


"Ready?" Axl said, gripping the sheet of lyrics in one hand, and | could see his stark, all caps handwriting on it. 
No one said they were ready but everyone took their positions, poised to begin We started the song, a new 
one, and ironed out some kinks, but it all fell together so naturally. When we were playing | could imagine that 


we'd make it, and fame and riches shimmered on the distant horizon 


The bar | found myself in was packed, but | was alone. | didn't want to be with anyone, | just wanted to drink 
and listen to all the conversations that had become this merged, unintelligible babble that was oddly soothing. 


| drank one little shot after another, and alcohol did what it did so well, it wore it all away, it made the stark 
and terrible things seem less important until they didn't matter at all, 


Weaving and stumbling home, | thought I'd be the perfect target for a mugger if | had any money. Luckily | 
didn't. | looked at the smeared image of the street and the lights, everything trailing these lines, everything 
becoming doubled and making me feel sick. At one point | leaned over and puked up everything I'd eaten that 
day, which turned out to be not that much. | felt the tiniest bit better after | threw up, and things weren't 


doubled anymore. That was an improvement. 


| was at home feeling the unreal thirst of the wicked hangover when Axl came home. He stumbled inside the 
door and in the darkness | didn't see the blood at first. He flipped the light on and | saw the blood dripping from 
his nose and the split in his lip. 


"Jesus, what happened to you?" | said, and he glared at me as he wiped the blood from under his nose. 


"A fight," he said, turning away from me and going into the bathroom. | heard the water running. Before | got 
up | wondered how the other guy looked. Knowing Axl, he looked a lot worse. 


| went to the bathroom doorway and watched him wipe the blood with an old towel. The split in his lip was 
nasty but | knew it would heal all right. I'd had plenty of those in my skateboarding days. 


"Are you okay?" | said, feeling the coiled up little headache of my hangover behind my eyes. 
"Yeah," he said, watching the trails of blood go down the drain. 
"What happened? What was the fight about?" | said, my fingers gripping the door jam. 


"Nothing, just some guy being a dickhead, okay?" he said, angry now, and he looked up at me, his eyes boring 


into me. 


"Okay," | said, lowering my eyes from his glare. | thought that whoever he beat the shit out of was just a 
substitute for me. 


| didn't know what to do, | couldn't reach him. He was still pissed at me, of course he was, and now it was 


coming out on complete strangers. | wanted to apologize to him again and withstand his anger, but it wouldn't 


work, not right now. | left him alone to clean up all the blood and then do whatever he would do, it was fine. | 


went back to the living room and curled up on the old tattered couch, and tried to get to sleep. 


Five 


Author's Notes: 
This is Axl's point of view. 


My nose kept bleeding, that dick got in a good shot. | touched the bridge of my nose and it hurt, but it wasn't 
broken. That was good, it might affect my singing, and that would suck. That was what everything was about, 
being here in this godless place, not even being able to pay the fucking rent..fuck. It was all about this band and 
the songs and that was it. Everything was sacrificed to that, so | wished Slash would just back off with all his 
apologies. It didn't matter. We did what we had to do, all of us. 


| closed my eyes for a second, thinking about Indiana, thinking about what used to happen when my mom and 


sister and brother were away, and | shook my head, trying to clear those images, bury them once and for all. 


"Axl," Slash again with his sad face and his eyes trying to look into mine. | knew he was sorry for the other 
night but | didn't want to think about it anymore, it didn't matter. Why couldn't he just leave me alone? 


"What?" | said, pushing past him to go to the living room. | just wanted to feel the dull ache from that guy 
punching me and drift off to sleep and quit thinking about all this shit. 


"Please, don't shut me out like this. | shouldn't have asked you to do that, the other day, with that rich 


business guy, it, it wasn't fair..." 

"lts fine, Slash. It doesn't matter," | said, closing my eyes and leaning my head back against the couch and 
wishing that Slash would go away. He was still there, | could sense him standing near me. | could hear him 
breathing. 

"Axl, c'mon, don't do this..." 


| couldn't take it. He wouldn't stop, he wouldn't back off. | stood up quick, hoping it didn't start my nose bleeding 


again, but | was getting too angry to care. 


"IFs fine, Slash! Back off!" | said, and shoved him. He stumbled back but didn't fall. | turned away from him, | 
didn't want to fight with him. | wanted him to leave me alone, but that didn't seem like it would be happening. 


He came over to me again, put his hand on my shoulder, and | shrugged out of his grasp. Did he want me to 


hit him? Why couldn't he leave me alone? 


"Axl, | can't take it, you have to forgive me, just..hit me if you want to, but don't keep ignoring me..." 


"Jesus, Slash! | don't want to hit youl It's fine, it's no big deal..we needed the money and we got the money, it's 
not like it's the first time..." 


| turned away from him because | felt the tears starting, stinging my eyes, burning down my cheeks. | wiped 
them away. It was fine. Everything was fine. This shit didn't matter and | wished Slash would quit acting like it 
did. 


"It is a big deal, its..that's too much to ask for money, man," Slash said, hanging his head. | wiped the last of 


the tears away. 


"Fuck, Slash, no, it isn't. Don't you get it? This shit is real and none of us can do anything to make any real 
money except music, and right now we're fucking poor as shit, and if we have to blow someone or let them 
blow us or let them fuck us to get the fucking money to keep this shithole, then that's what we do. It's 
fucking desperate, man, don't you know that? Haven't you fucking been there when we dug out our meals from 


the goddamn day old dumpsters at the fucking donut shops?" 


He was looking at me without that goddamn pity he's had ever since we went and saw that business guy. Good. 
| didn't want him to keep thinking how hurt and damaged | was. We all were. 


"I know your mom and grandmother and everyone is around here, but for me, my fucking family is thousands 
of miles away and they wouldn't help me, anyway. I'm on my own and l'm gonna make it, we're gonna make it, 
this fucking band is gonna make it so quit it with feeling sorry for me, okay? Will you quit it?" | was almost 


shaking | was so mad at him. 
‘Okay, sorry," he said, his voice small and stunned. My hands were still clenched in fists but | wouldn't hit him. 
"Good, goddamn it, Slash," | said, and | took off up the stairs to my room to be left alone, finally. 


| curled up on the bed and thought about that night, that time with that stupid business guy Slash had found 
somehow, and how much | didn't want to do anything like that. It reminded me too much of other shit, of the 
cheap pine boards on the walls in my room back in Indiana, and how my stupid step-father's breath smelled like 
that cheap whiskey he bought, and how | could feel all of his weight crushing me and | wished like praying that 


my mom would come home soon, but she never did. 


Six 


Author's Notes: 
Axl's point of view again. 


| had one of those dreams | can never remember, but | woke up breathing hard, terrified. | still felt like | was 
back there, back somewhere in Indiana, and hands were tearing at me, grabbing at me, and fists landed on my 


arms and back and legs, and there was no way to get away. 


| sat up, looking into the darkness and the reality of this situation slowly filtered in This was LA, this was the 
shit hole | lived in with Izzy and Steven and Duff..and Slash. Fucking Slash, whoring me out to that guy, 
watching while he, he..but I'd wanted Slash there, hadn't |? | was willing to do what it took to stay here, to 
afford shit, to get this band up and running and make something of it. 


| didn't want to be angry with Slash over this, but | couldn't help it. | felt the rage coursing through me, 
tingling in my fingers and toes. | snapped the lamp on and reached for my cigarettes. | shook one out and lit it. 
It was late, past midnight, but there'd be no more sleeping for me tonight. | stood up and stretched, finished 
my cigarette and ground it out in the ashtray. 


| went downstairs, feeling the wall in the darkness. | just wanted water, and maybe I'd watch TY. all night and 
not think about shit. | was sick of thinking about shit. 


"Hey, Axl," Steven said He was eating some fast food shit, some squashed hamburger he probably pulled out of 


a trash bin somewhere. He was looking at me carefully. So he knew. Slash told him. Fuck. 


"Hey," | said, feeling the rage in my blood. Steven was an easy one to fight with, he irritated the crap out of 


me. 


"You okay?" he said, trying to look into my eyes. He was just like Slash, smothering me with concern. | found 


one small glass at the back of the cabinet and | took it, than filled it up in the sink, my back to Steven 


"Yeah, l'm fine," | said, gulping down the water. | was just gonna leave this kitchen and ignore him. | wasn't going 


to fight with him. He was concerned, and that should be nice, but it made me angrier. 
"Do you..do you want to talk about anything...?" 


"No, | said | was fine," | said, glaring at him, and | left. 


| flipped through the channels, not finding much except some infomercials. Such bullshit, what was so great 
about these knives? And | couldn't really concentrate on much, not even this mindless TV. bullshit. | put on a 
cheesy kung fu movie and just let it play, not following any of the action 

| knew | wasn't fine. | knew that. But there was nothing to do about it. How would talking to Slash or Steven 
about it help anything? | mean, what was the big deal? Duff had panic attacks all the time, and | had mood 
swings, so what? It was, it felt like a chemical imbalance in my brain. 

Steven came in the living room and | sighed. He sat down next to me on the couch. | stared at the TV. 
"Slash told me what happened,” he said, and | looked at him for a minute, not saying anything. 

"That sucks, he shouldn't have done that," Steven said. 

‘Its fine! He didn't, he didn't do anything! | did it, we needed the fucking money and | did it, so fucking what?" 
"God, alright, sorry! Its just, | just...” 


"I know," | said, gritting my teeth, "but it's fine, so don't fucking worry, okay?" 


"Yeah, okay," he said, sounding kind of sad, and he got up and walked away. Now | felt almost bad about snapping 
at him, but | didn't want to go into it. | had been trying not to think of it. Did Slash fucking tell everybody? 


Author's Notes: 
Slash's point of view. 


| woke up feeling the way | always felt. Hung-over. | drank too much and | knew it but | seemed unable to stop. 


The little voice in my head whispered to me, unable or unwilling? The truth was | didn't know. 


It was late morning and there was no smog. Sometimes there wasn't, and | liked that, when the sky looked like a 
postcard. It was in the morning that | wished | could stop drinking and almost believed | could, because my head 
throbbed dully and my mouth was dry and | felt that unreal pull of thirst, like | could drink gallons of water or 
soda or juice, except when | tried to drink anything nothing tasted good, there was a metallic taste inside my 
mouth. 


| made my way to the kitchen with the worn linoleum, the cracking plastic cabinets, everything chipped and in 
disrepair. We didn't care, though, because we were all drunks and drug addicts..except Axl. My thoughts turned 
to Axl again, how different he was from the rest of us, and | knew this. He did drugs like the rest of us but 
he wasn't trapped by them. He looked around this cheap, breaking place with distaste. 


| saw coffee in our old coffee maker and | poured myself some, hoping caffeine would set me right. It would 
help. | poured my coffee and thought about Axl. He was so pretty for a guy, and this wasn't something | 
thought he particularly liked. Look where it got him. When one of us was propositioned it was usually him, and | 
knew shit had happened to him before he came out here. Damn it. | hurt him, | knew | did, that guy hurt him 
and it was my fault. | sighed and sipped my coffee. He said it was okay and | had to believe that. 


| knew where Duff was because he had a job with some strange Eastern European dudes doing "inventory" or 

something, | didn't know. The rest of them were God knew where. | had my newsstand job and would go soon. | 

thought Axl said something about getting a job somewhere, but Izzy and Steven didn't really seem capable of 

holding down a shit job. 

"Uh, hi, Axl," | said, walking into the living room to find him watching the T.V. with bleary eyes. He'd been up all 
night. That happened. Sometimes he slept for days on end, other times he couldn't sleep. | didn't know the word 
"bipolar" but if it had been explained | would have got it: 

"Hi," he said, flicking his eyes over toward me the way he did, and then he looked back at the TV. 


"Been up all night?" | said, determined to have a normal conversation and forget..everything. 


"Yeah, | couldn't sleep," he said, running a hand through his long red hair. 


"Oh," | said, finishing my coffee, feeling the awful double thump of my headache. | wished that stupid guy had 


wanted me instead of Axl. | wouldn't have really cared. | didn't have so many hang-ups. 

"Is there any coffee left?" Axl said, his voice dull, tired. 

"No, | drank the last of it," | said, and he scowled but didn't say anything. 

‘| need more, though, | was just gonna make some," | said, striving for casual. Of course that wasn't true, | was 
a lazy son of a bitch, but | wanted to make him feel better any way | could. The scowl left his face and he 


flicked his eyes over to me again for a brief moment before staring at the TV. 


"Cool," he said, rubbing his eyes, and | stood up and went to the doorway, looking at his profile for a second 


before turning around. 


